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for American correspondents to follow its progress and get
their despatches over wires and cables in time to be classed as
news.
During this last advance—and there was then a feeling
that the end was approaching—officers and men seemed fired
with a will to work the American war machine up to a mo-
mentum that would carry it into Germany. That is where it
would have halted if the Armistice had not intervened. Even
the elements were overcome.
Much was made of the steady tramp, tramp of German
army boots over the cobbled highways of Belgium and
through Antwerp and Brussels in 1914. The world was too
war-weary in November, 1918, to pay much attention either
to the complete absence of military form with which the
Germans retreated or to the businesslike military precision
with which the American First Army conducted its pursuit.
The roads in places were ankle deep in mud. Often roads
had disappeared altogether. In advance of the main section of
the First Army and behind the skirmish lines a fellow corre-
spondent and I slogged through thirteen miles of this to reach
the road center of Buzancy, where the advance might be ob-
served. Before us, behind us and with us were batteries of
light artillery, the indomitable little 75'$ hurrying along to
keep up with the skirmishers. Occasionally they would wheel
off the road and go into action, guns blazing at unseen tar-
gets, while horses took much needed rest. A salvo or two
and they were off again—advancing. Nobody realized it,
perhaps, but it was the last big advance.
Motor trucks filled with soldiers also passed. They were in
pursuit of the enemy and in support of the skirmish lines
ahead. We arrived at Buzancy, which was still receiving
enemy artillery fire, though in diminishing quantity. The
German batteries were drawing steadily back out of range.

